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A WOMAN'S

Uneeda Biscuit

i The mystery t was growing deeper
every moment. Was H possible hat
she. had been Jealous of that woman
who was dressed as Lydia Popescu,
and that her jealousy had led her to
become associated in that despicable
assassination? .. j .

Surely she was 'not a murderess?
No. I would never believe that nev-
er! When one is jp. love, one will ac-

cept nothing detrimental to one's div-
inity.

"I think. Miss Maynard' I said, still
holding her tiny hand, "that you
might speak plainer to me., Ybu and
I are now friends. A bond exists be-
tween us the bond of secrecy. My sole
desire is to protect my friend Gough
and yourself from the evil designs of
thi3 master-criminal- ."
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BRIDGEPORT DISTRIBUTING CO.,
102 STATE STREET, NEAR PUBLIC MARKET v

California Port or Sierry, 75 cents per gallon.
Port, Sherry, Tokay, Muscatel, Rhine Wine, etc.
Full quart Sherwood Rye Whiskey, $1.00.
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, Pree Delivery. ,; ; Y, : Telephone 264-- 3 ':.:
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"I I regret. Mr. Ralston." she an-

swered at last. "But you must re-

main silent, for any word you utter
against Mm would reflect upon my-

self." Then, after a pause, she added,

"is arrest would mean my destruc-
tion my

"What--suicide- ?" I gasped, staring
again etraight at her."

She nodded in the affirmative, while
her ohin fell upon her breast as tfrough
In shame.

A dead silence fell between us. Could
this ba the bright, happy girl who.
with her mother, had visited the Sta-pleto- ns

and who had sat with me at
luncheon? Could this ', be Elfrlda,
whom Myra had afterward told me
was her best and most devoted friend?

I rose' and paced the room, while she
sat with her chin still resting upon her
hand, her eyes fixed upon the red car-

pet. Wa It for the purpose of telling
me this amazing story concerning
Granny Gough's enemy that she had
contrived to come to London and seek
me? Or had she some ulterior motive?

I glanced at her furtively. She was
sitting 'silent, immovable, almost
statuesque. '

, .

Suddenly I halted before her. and.
bending slightly. , inquired in a low
vojee: "May I not' know something
further. Miss, Maynard? You are in
distress. This man, whose master-
mind is of such criminal inclination,
holds you in his thraldom. - You wish
to escape. Is that not so?"

She nodded.
"Then may I not assist you? Gar-sho- re

is Myra'9 enemy; he is Gough's
enemy, as well as yours. ' cannot we
combine for the purpose of bringing
him to justice?"- -

. "No," she responded quickly. - "Do
not suggest any such thing, for my
sake!" ' ' ). ' '

"And why?"
;:

:

She paused. . Then at last, lifting her
eyes to mine-.- ' she said: ''Because be-

cause if he falls Into the hands of the
police he will make a charge against
m a disgraceful charge." she cried,
bursting suddenly into a flood of tears

"a, charge that I could never face!"

, ; CHAPTER XXII.
'

, In. Which I Make a Promise. :" ... ' (

I stood there before her in silence.
To what hidden chapter in her history
had she referred? I . recollected her
words of half an hour before, ' when
she had told me that Granny was the
victim of the scoundrel Garshore. ''The
victim "of untoward circumstances-li- ke

myself."' she had declared.
Had the charge that she dared not

face the charge whiclC if made; would
she plainly told me bring

upon her, any connection
with , the mysterious affair In Redclifte
Gardens? i '

It has been alleged that she was the
only living witness against Granny,
and yet. in face of .her statement to
me. how could that be? ;

That she feared this man Cecil Wil-lough-

alias Rufford, alias Garshore,
and alias a dozen other names, was
only too apparent. Yet if she dared
not allow me, to assist her, why had
she faced a, breach of the convenances
and come here to mj rooms alone?

Her manner, and the fear possessing
her,-puzzle- d me greatly. What secret
lay behjad those dark, luminous eyes?

I changed the subject and spoke of
Granny. ,, expressing wonder regarding
his present whereabouts. . .

, "Myra told me that he Us abroad, she
thinks. She 'has not heard from him.

"Garshore is his enemy," I remark-
ed, with a slight sigh.

"1 know!" she exclaimed, her eyes
flashing quickly.' "I 'know that Mr.
Gough has fled in fear." ;

"Why?" "." ;

She shrugged her shoulders in pre-
tense of ignorance.

' But fixing my
eyes upon her, I urged

"

v .

"Come, Miss Maynard. "why not be
franwith me? Why do you fear this
man Garshors's vengeance?"

"He he was once my lover." she
said in ' a low voice, scarce above a
whisper. ;

' "And what, pray, does that matter?"
1 asked. "You discovered his real
mode, of life and abandoned him. as
was but natural.. He posed to you as
an honest man."

"Yes. But " .i
"But what?" -
"I know too well the relentlessness

of his revenge if he fell again into the
hands of the police."

"And are you to be sacrificed mere-

ly because, a clever detective officer
identiflies him?" I cried. "This is
monstrous!"
"If he is arrested no argument will

avail to turn him from the belief that
it was owing to my information." .

"Why?"
"Because it is so greatly to my per-

sonal interest that he should be sent
back to prison," was her answer.

"You mean' you would then be free
from this thraldonj of a criminal, eh?"

"Exactly,' she answered. "That is
why you must swear, Mr. Ralston, to
keep this knowledge to yourself. You
will do so. won't you V

"Well, if you insist. I suppose I must
preserve the secret only "
!: "And you will not tell even your
closest friend, Mr. Gough. Remember,"
she added, "you have given me an
unfortunate girl a promise. And the
carrying out of that promise means
means to me my life!"

She had risen stiffly at these words,
and was looking into my face with a
deep earnestness such as I had never
before seen there.'

She held out her band, and I was
compelled to grip it in confirmation of
my pledge of secrecy. It's touch again
thrilled me. How could I betray the
woman I loved even though upon her
rested a mysterious shadow the shad-
ow of a guilt that must be revealed if
this man Garshore. were arrested?

And it was.she had. declared to me,
a guilt which she dared sot face. -

Try Sprague's Extra

"That will, alas! be impossible," sheJ
sighed. "Mr. Gough is already hunted
by the police. Garshore has told then
the truth." yn

"Regarding what?"
"Regarding the' charge now laid

against, him," was her answer.
"They say that that you were wit-

ness of that dastardly crime at Red-
clifte Gardens," I said in a low voice.
"Is that the truth?"

"Garshore has made that statement.
I cannot deny it." '

:('

Because because I dare not!" she
exclaimed breathlessly, he hand
trembling in mine. "Ah, Mr. Ralston,
you do not know what I have suffer-
ed, what I am now suffering! I am
fettered bound hand and foot. I dare
not speak I dare not tell the truth,
because it would mean I. should lose
my life through doing so." ,

"Is there no wav out of this?" I
asked, "looking into those beautiful

"

eyes of hers. .

""None," she replied, shaking her
head sorrowfully. "At least, only one."

"One!" I cried. "And what is that?"
"By clearing Mr. Gough of the ter-

rible charge against him the charge
of murder," was her answer., ' "But,
alas! you can never do that,"

"Why?" I asked. "Is it because he
is really guilty?' . wf, , .',', ; ,

"I am not his judge," was her re-
sponse. "I will say, nothing."
r This reply was, to say the least, ex-

traordinary. , It conveyed to me the
fact that Granny was guilty, and that
it was true, as alleged, that sh was
an actual witqS of the tragedy. .

My one and sole desire was to hold
Garshore within . the ' hollow of my
hand. .Yet by my promise to Elfrida
I was prevented; rendered powerless. iMuch of the story of Rufford, the
master forger, had been related in the
newrpapers. I recollected having read
it, but never bad I dreamed that Ruf-
ford was identical with Ralph Gar-
shore, the concession hunter, who had
so cleverly filched ; a fortune' from
Granny Gough's fingers.

"

,.
i

Again the story of that midnight
tragedy in Redcllffe Gardens was be-

coming more complicated and more
mysterious. Gough's demeanor that
evening down at Sydenham was de-

cidedly, that of a guilty man. .Yet, he
being my friend, I refused to hold him
in suspicion. Where was he now?
; If he had really escaped : the vigi-
lance of those two men who had found
him hidden at Colsterworth why had
he not communicated "with me?

Even in that very small fact was
mystery inexplicable! V

prom Elfrlda I could gather nothing
further. I released that hand, the con-
tact of which caused my heart to beat
quickly, and'' stood looking .at that
beautiful but troubled countenance
with the downcast eyes,' not knowing
what to believe. What could I think?
What would you, my reader.' to whom
I am here making this heart's confes-
sion, have thought? V ,

I tried to gather the reason she had
visited me there. ' I questioned ' her
further,' but she seemed to have chang-
ed her mind.. She had now resolved
not to act as first intended.

My chief thought was of Granny.. .'

Was he guilty?.
She extended toward him a friendli-

ness, it was true. . Nevertheless, she
did not deny him guilty. She had mere-
ly replied that she'was not his judge.

That hour was. Indeed, a most mo-
mentous one 'in my career. I loved
this woman ay, loved her as
never loved any woman in all my life.
She held me hi her power. She pos-
sessed my very souL" ,

Yet she stood aloof from me. She
had been attracted by perhaps, in-

deed, loved that man whose disrepu-
table past she had succeeded in' un-

veiling that man whom she dared not
denounce because, of this "disgraceful
charge" that he could make and sus-
tain successfully against her. .

' I took her slim hand again, and,
looking into her dear fathomless eyes,
asked her to consider me her friend
her firm, devoted friend.

"I will. Mr. Ralston," she promised
in a faltering voice, dropping her eyes
to the floor.

"Then tell me frankly why you have
called here o see me?"

She ' hesitated. ; searching for an
evasive answer.

"Because well, because I wished to
warn you against Garshore."

"I had already been warned." Tsaid,
with an incredulous smile. "Gough
had warned me."

"He told you about about that wom-
an?" she asked, looking at me quickly;
The emphasis she placed upon those
final words., "that woman," was rather
curious, I thought.

"Yes." I replied. "But tell me." I
urged, "who was the woman who
who died so suddenly in Redcliffe Gar-dene- ?"

"Who was she? How do I know?"
she 'asked blankly, her face growing
paler.

"But you were witness of the
tragedy!" I cried. "Have you not ad-

mitted that. Miss Maynard?".
"I havewl've admitted nothing." she

asserted quickly. "You have misun-
derstood my words."

"Then pardon me," I said. "But I
wished only to ask you a question.
You have told me many things in strict
confidence to-da- y. May I not know
the identity of the dead woman?" I
asked her, looking straight into her
face.

She started and averted my gaze.
By that I saw her intention to pre-
serve some secret from me.

"I am unfortunate in ignbrance,"
she answered. . .

"Have you ever heard of Lydia Pop-
escu in connection with Garshore?" I
asked. , .

"Yes-t- oe name is familiar. Indeed,
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I believed the woman now dead to be
Lydia. But she' apparently was not!"
she- said. V- - - - ' ,,'.'.- y.-.--

"You believed her to be Lydia!" I
cried. "Thn . you' were i imposed up-
on!".

''' ''. .. : -

"Tell me, Mr. Ralston tell me who
she really was." '

v

I was compelled to admit my ignor-
ance, whereupon she smiled incredu-
lously. '.' y:
' By this : conversation one fact waa

established. She had been misled
the ' identity of , the .; woman

who had died by means so secret that
doctors and anlysts, had been, baffled,
the woman against whom my own
knife had been taken but abandoned.

At last, apparently finding herself too
closely pressed by . my questions,, and
with a firm .resolve not to carry out
thedbject for which she ha4 paid me
that slacrefvisity she declared that she
must go. Her! mother, she said, was
at the Metrojtole' ' awaiting her for

"' r 'luncheon. f,-,-- ' ' '

"Then you have nothing more to say
to- me?" I asked, as she again took
my hand in farewclli

1 think hot. Mr. Ralston. Only, of
course, I would ask you to tegard my
visit as a confidential 'bne..T&& riot
wish Myra to know that we have met
here. And and, above all-- recollect

Lyour promise to say nothing of what
I have told you concerning Ralph Gar-
shore." ' , : .' -

"If it be your wish. Miss Maynard, I
will not." I assured her. in an earnest
voice. "Good-bye- ." , v

"Good-bye- ." she said. "Remember
;

your promise." , " ?' . ... .

"Tell me." ,1" asked.' "Granny Gough
is really your friend, is he not?"
, "Yes," she replied, "he is. ' If I could
secure his freedom I would i but but
I fear that is impossible utterly im-

possible." '' i
' And with a swish of her skirts she

passed out of mv flat and down the
stairs. .'" '. ;'

' 'From my window, I watched her
walk 'down St.' Martin's- lane in' the
direction of the-- Metroipole,", where her
mother awaited her. As I watched
that neat-watet- ed figure in blue with
the gay summer hat strange thoughts
occurred to me.

Those whoj passed her and cast ad-

miring' glances into her beautiful
countenance little dreamed the truth
that she, a mere girl, was held in the

"thralldom of one of the cleverest crim
inals of modern times.
, Ah! the human tragedies tlmt pass
on every side amid the frantic bustle
of the London streets. ' .

I loved my dainty, dark-eye- d divin-
ity. But between us lay a great and
formidable breach a mysterious and
dastardly crime of which she had been
a 'witness and of which Granny Gough,
my best friend, was suspected. V

I strode back across the room, beside
myself with frantic fear.

Had that, woman the only woman
I hatL'-eve- seen that.1 '.ould
love slipped "from my' life forever. I
looked around at the four, walls of my
room, dismal, even though a streak ot
faint London sunlight slanted across
it. and felt imprisoned there.

A blank existed in my life a blank
that could be filled only by Elfrida
Maynard my goddess, my well be-

loved! Hitherto I had sneered at the
sentimental man who fell into the
toils of a pretty woman. But that
day, for the first time in all my life.
I knew what the1 passion of love really
meant I experienced' the sepsation of
a seared heart. .

, I had halted at my writing table and
taken up the telephone receiver to call
up Cunliffe when of a sudden the door
bell rang again. f

I found there a telegraph messenger,
and the message he handed me was of
such a character that the lad must
have thought me seized by a sudden
madness.

I gave him sixpence and banked the
door.

Then I reread those printed words
upon the green "tape" pasted upon the
white form, as all foreign messages
are in London.

And those ominous, fateful words7 al-

tered the whole course of my future.
I became a changed man.

CHAPTER XXIII.
Across Europe.

Till nearly 4 o'clock I waited.
I knew that the moment If put my

nose outside into MartitiSs, lane I
should-b- closely followed by one or
other' of the men from Scotland Yrd
told off to keep me under surveillance.

It was . necessary for me to escape
from London jnobserved, and with

(Continued on Page 9.)

flow To Improve Business
Flour, Grain, Hay

A ' ' Telephone 481-- S BERKSHIRE MILLS.

ABSOLUTELY
CLEAN GOAL 5llARANTEED

SCREENED BY A NEW MACHINE
just installed, and we invite customers to call at our yardand see it in operation. Coal is advancing in price each
month at wholesale and must soon advance at retail.

, DO NOT DELAY ORDERING

J The Wooster-Atkinson-.C- o.

1043-BROA- D STREET

THE FARIXER.

ONE OF THE MOST ESSENTIAL

REQUISITES TO AN UP-T0;DAT- E,

MODEEN BUSINESS, 'IS, A SELECT
AND WELL-PEINTE- D ASSORT-

MENT OF OFFICE STATIONERY.

"A MAN IS JUDGED BY THE COM-

PANY HE KEEPS." (THE SAME

RULE APPLIES TO THE STATION-

ERY OF BUSINESS MEN.

WHEELER
d44 IIAIN ST. Yard, East

i NYTHING in a store
A worth advertising.i'Jf.

T 1 T--T l 1

, ucv uie jjuuiiu kiiow
through the columns of the

& HOWES,
End Congress Street Bridge

that is worth selling is

- 1- - itwnai you nave 10 sen,
"Fanner." The cost is

small and the method ensttve.

The Farmer Publishing Co.

Book and Job
Printers . . . .

27 Fairfield Ave., Bridgeport, (fern.Fine Job Printing
At This Office

ADVERTISE IN
Y


